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man,' and as a chief ought to be. Mataafa received them most cordially, and in the morning showed them some curious customs connected with ^ma-drinking, customs which in a sense are fossilised history. As, for instance, a stone had kava poured over it; a chief five times indignantly refused the bowl of kava offered to him, because it was not large enough ; another chief lay down on the ground and pretended to be ill, he was then covered with a lava-lava and was given loni-loni (native massage), till at last he lifted his head just high enough to drink the kava with (apparently) great difficulty. All these scenes, so to speak, refer to real events, some of them very far back, but yet never quite forgotten; though I dare say the representation has frequently outlived all but vague tradition. . . .
The  others  returned,   very  tired,   early   on Wednesday, but Louis stayed to dine with Mr.
H------, and came home at 9.30, looking quite
bright and not a bit done up. I told him that he was the strongest of the party, after all! Our share in the malanga, however, has had to be given up, as it was found that if we all went we should be too numerous for any accommodation available. The weather, moreover, turned so wet, that I cannot say we missed anything;
and I have not heard yet how Mr. H------and
his companions fared. I hope the rain will not continue and spoil the opening of the new school-house by Lady J------ next week. I was there